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AN 

Purity, Bliss, 
Paradise ... luxurious, 
glorious oblivion! 
enfolded timelessly in 
the enticing embrace 
of the Cimmerian 
mistress, Silere. 

Eyes snapped open to 
view for but a 

moment the undiffer- 
erentiated gloom, to 
survey an ineffable 
and solitary void, 
before dormant nerves, 
stultified for 
centuries of deepest 
hibernation, were 
instantly assailed by 
the insensitive barrage 
of sensory stimuli 
quickened in his 
reluctant return to 
consciousness. His 
initial gasping, 
indrawn breath drew 
liquid fire to radiate 
through every fiber, 
excruciating awareness 
to sear through every 
nerve. The very 

touch of stone upon 
the raw vulnerability 
of his back was an 
unbearably abrasive 
agony. With tendon- 
wrenching abruptness 
he was arched from 

the dais upon which 


he lay as the tortured 
howl of his first 
exhalation pierced the 
quiet of the night. 

He thrashed, was 
hammered relentlessly 
by a series of violent 
spasms that threatened 
to rend his <esh 
asunder as his senses 
were mercilessly 
rekindled. Sweat 
streamed from his 
tormented body as the 
frenzied maelstrom of 
touch and sound, taste 
and scent tossed him 
ruthlessly, violated 
with razor-like talons 
the defenseless essence 
of his being, ripped 
voraciously at the 
unshielded mesh upon 
which his awareness 
was being rewoven. 
Limbs whipped 
instantly rigid as yet 
another succession of 
his agonized screams 
ripped through the 
night. 

Surrounded, filled, 
consumed both in 

mind and marrow by 

the fiercely winding 
vortex which delved 
into his soul 
Tentacles of rapacious 
sensation, ever 
seeking, unfurled, 
invaded his essence, 
their course through 
his being more 
maddening with each 
avaricious advance. 
The muscles of his 

jaw throbbed as his 
teeth clenched in 
bitter struggle. An 


indescribable onslaught 
of impressions 
encroached upon his 
perceptions with all 
the subtlety of a tidal 
wave crashing upon a 
shoreline cliff. In 
the confused salvo of 
sensation where 
suffering was a taste, 
anguish a scent, and 
torment an unceasing 
scream ... in the fiery 
eddies and writhing 
cames that scorched 
every nerve, coalesced 
ceeeting and incomplete 
images which rapidly 
dissipated, wholly 
disintegrating in their 
return to the 
incomprehensible 
anarchy from which 
they spawned. 
Recected memories? 
Dreams? Portents of 
events yet looming on 
Time's dark horizon? 
If there were meaning 
or intent underlying 
these infuriatingly 
ephemeral visions, it 
was entirely lost upon 
him, for, devoid of 
any context, they 
danced just ... beyond 
his grasp. 
There! Riding 
hell-bent from the 
firestorm appeared 
four darkly sinister 
figures a-horseback: 
two gloriously 
enigmatic dark Ladies 
ccanked by a like pair 
of Lords grimly 
mounted upon shadowy 
steeds. Their mounts 
nickered dreadful 


delight, elated to be 
yet once again engaged 
in the Hunt. 

Billowing clouds of 
steam surged from the 
stallions’ widened 
nostrils with each 
powerful exhalation. 
The riders sat astride 
unrufced. With 
beckoning gestures, 
the four enticed in 
voices so tantalizingly 
seductive as to be 
nearly irresistible, 
summoning, "Come 

back ... come back 

to the Pit will we 
take you. Come back 
Maddengly, they 

merely smiled as he 
sank again to drown 

in the turbulent sea 
of unmitigated 
sensation. The echoes 
of their haunting 
laughter faded with 
their evaporation into 
the vortex. 

Pain! His burgeoning 
awareness insistently 
pounded against the 
cell of his skull, 
demanded, begged, 
pleaded for release. 
And yet, in the midst 
of this confused 
collage of imagery 
which assailed his 
senses, there was a 
single recurring 
apparition for which 
he hungered 

yearned. Amidst the 
chaotic tempest she 
was his sole anchor; 
her luminescent eyes 
invariably presaged 


brief moments of 
lucidity amidst the 
bedlam, times during 
which some semblance 

of rationality would be 
reclaimed and during 
which he advanced 
toward, if not full 
memory and 
comprehension, at least 
the realization of his 
own existence, being 
and passion. 

Lustrous eyes 

The scent of roses 
borne upon the breeze 
of an autumn twilight 


Her lush mane, of a 
cerulean hue to which 
only the darkest, most 
crystaline midnight 
sky might aspire, 
cascading in luxurious 
tresses to dance about 
bared, creamy 
shoulders 

The chill of her touch 
soothing his fevered 
brow ... 

The taste as he 

drank greedily of her 
essence 

Lips pressed tightly 
to the yielding 
firmness of her esh 


His tongue 
insistently, hungrily, 
lapping of her nectar 


Intoxicated in the 
ecstasy of her 
viscous fire coursing 
through his veins! 
His first awkward 
attempt to rise 
Following untold 
centuries of lying in 


prone stupor found 

him wretchedly 

crashed to the oor, 
tumbled from the dais, 
in the cloud of 
settling dust which 
long ago had comprised 
his leathern armor. 
Warily, ever so 
slowly, he hoisted 
himself from the 

coor. The muscles of 
his shoulders bunched 
with the unaccustomed 
effort. Determined, 
mustering his sorely 
diminished reserves of 
strength with an 
intensity of effort 
which required every 
ounce of his hard-won 
concentration, he 
fought to his feet. 
Sweat sheening his 
body from the 
exertion, erect at last 
and tottering in 
precarious balance, he 
growled lowly 

"I thirst. &Sitiso 74.5" 
then wryly chuckled 
beneath his ragged 
breath 

" ergo sum.” 


